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peter boucher 
dc style 




Let's talk about the Style , born und erneath 

the white walls of this country. A call back 

to the fried ancestry underneath the warm 
sugar glaze. Utter ed in a stoner anthem, 

whispered ^coughed in the p Sc"p"arks, 
the dark gazeb os, the transit tunnels, the 

open vacant fields, the other people's! 
r T «fffl BBaSS he friend's 
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Parent's tiarane^k" ■ 




swing-sets. By the creeks, floorboards and 



liquid s, in the parents' B MWS(plural),[ 

^■^ f ^ c ^enz(plural)and, 

" SSathroomwindows. 



Lexuss 
BSlone). B lown 

TSBSBr?thebatiTtub of an empty house 






aHnianight, a trickle and splash of bong 
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water two floors below before dinner. In the 
r nooks and crannies and caresses ofan 
asphalt cru mble. Pu ifedintothet^ 

white face of Marilyn Monroe (she smiled to 
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^? P all are in common. T he soci ally a nxious 
IFhe ^mltv frustrated, the statistical lyf 

eg B S5S retmeJ - [jjs]ySS£ 
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thinker of planets, the settled lovers in and] 

J out of annoyance but not love, the startler 
animal w ho sme lls the smoke and escapes! 

the sirens. The dreamer of something beinj 

goxXlmToTomeis being bad. Laughed upl 

fr ^ruTc the one when] 

^nnrrrrt m the putt ow^^^. 

Sjflresoo^igftow. The mind of the high. 

^eT5^ F ; ^ 
paranoid, the chill, the dumb, the numb! 
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JKgJii^ommunitics tojoun? 



e ana to eat" 




■ 






^L 



and^ 



v ft do 



SaVse 



de# 








. vl 



r e fas hioned ourselves Ginsber g s and Van] 
Coughs and Jaco Pastoriouses and^^B_^ ^_ 
Pharmacists and natur alists andherboiog^ 

f e stil fashion. I***. J '^^"^^^^^^^^l 

IWe counted stanza's and say fack it allj 



oiled in our laps, folded the paper ba ck 
»n itself while we twist it forward.] 
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We pickedjhe seeds out of ourgenen!tior^4 
— and we grow them!^ ' 



We lit the ashes before ft* 
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IWe breathed standing but sm oke in aj 

Icrouch. 



^^hQughUUvasi ncense, orega no. ash. 
|dirt, fungus, bm finish it any^t^usS? 



sure. 



We smoked tar and bowl shavings since 
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Wewashed our bon gs with alcohol and 
boiled them green. 




are ashes. 
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We lit the ashes after they are ashes. 
And aft er they are ashes.J 
And aftertneyar^shes. 
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"We use every part of the Buffalo 1 ] 
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The tribe whispers, "There is always anotherl 
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